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RURAL MAID, | 


pOE 


Averſe to Cenſure, gentle in Debate, 
Perfect ſbe ſeems, and delicately great. 
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RURAL MATS 


| But, with "lainTruth, a © 


Not adding ought, and nothing will abate. 
Thus then near fam'd Auguſia's Tow'rs appear, 
A pleaſant Village famous for the Fair; 
A Loſty 


Oo 


142. 
Fix'd on a fair Aſcent, 1t charms the Mind, 
With Art and Nature variouſly combin'd ; 
No Charm can Art to eaſy Nature give, 
But what the latter makes the firſt receive: 


Boundleſs the Proſpect, and the View how oreat 7 


And once, alas! the Muſes bleſt Retreat. 


Here then, a neat but little Cottage lays, 
Tho' void of Grandeur, yet deſerves our Praiſe ; 
A happy Pair this rural Place contains, 


Whom Care ne'er ſeeks, and where no Vice remains. 


A lovely Nymph they boaſt of temper mild, 
An only Daughter, and an only Child; . 


A RURAL Maid, adorn'd with ev'ry Grace, 
The Glory, Boaſt, and Pleaſure, of the Place; 


Whoſe genuine Charms the ſtrongeſt Luſtre wear, 


And thinks no Fault for to be thought ſincere : 
No 
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No Pride, no Patches, nor no Paint, has ſhe, 


But Honour, Youth, and pure Simplicity. 


No wonder they ſhould all their Thoughts employ, 
And ſound their Glory in this young one's Joy; 
Since all the Bleſſings Heaven can beſtow, 
That Life e'er taſtes, or Virtue feels, below; 


All, all, in the dear lovely Maid is join'd, 
The pride of Soul, of Body, and of Mind.! 


No wonder then if that a neighb'ring Swain, 
Unſkill'd in Love, yet ſubject to its Pain, 
Should eye the Nymph, and, with a ruſtick Leer, 
Imbibe a Paſſion, and th' Impreſſion bear: 
Near to his Fair the ſmitten Swain does live, 


Free to her looks, and free his Heart does give; 
| Yet, 


[SY 
Yet, Novice to the ſofter Arts of Love, 
Vainly he look'd, and vainly did he rove : 
Something, he thought, he'd never felt before, 
A real Ailment, and a ſettled Sore, | 
His reſt diſturb'd by Night, by Day is ſeen, 
A ſighing Object on the flow ry Green: 
Reſolv'd, at laſt, the fatal Cauſe to find, 
What hurt his quiet, and difturb'd his'Mind, 
He views the Nymph, a nice obſervance takes, 
And, then this fond, this juſt Confeſſion makes. 


QTis not the outward Fair that thus can charm, 


N 


Invade my Reaſon, and my Breaſt alarm; | 


«a 


For tho' upon her Cheeks the Graces vie, 


a 


Loves in her Looks, and GLORY in her Eye; 
What tho' with ev'ry ſhining VI RT UE bleſs'd, 


Which Thought can frame, or Mortal e er poſſeſs'd; 
Tho' 
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1 © Tho' form'd as. fair as ever fair can be, 

! «© Yet others have I ſeen as fair as ſhe; 

| « Something is touch'd, a nobler Wound receiv'd, 
E, Than Beauty can, or Wit has Power to give; 

1 © Thoſe are but Charms whick quickly will decay, 
I « Which Time will blaſt, and Age will wear away. 
* What then muſt ſhe, what muſt the fair one have? 
„ © What, but a Mind, to make me thus her Slave ? 
| © Proud of the Chain Lo'er the World would rove. 
1 © Confeſs my Bondage, and my Fate approve : 

1 © Let fartheſt Nations her great Name adore, 


And never, never, think of Freedom more. 


Thus ſpoke the Swain, whom tender Love had 


taught 
| To ſpeak the thing, the very thing, he thought : 


| Unus'd to Art, to Falſhood yet unknown, 


Nor knew a Paſſion which he durſt not own. 
Penſi ve 


(8 
Penſive he ſeems, and thro the Groves he walks, | 
He haunts the Shades, and to the Trees he talks; 
The Trees upon whoſe Bark he writes, and, there, 
He carves the Title of his matchleſs Fair j EF 
Such Names he gives her as fond LoveRs uſe, 


As Pride might aſk, and Honour not refuſe : 
But, ah! fad Fate, he's ſummon'd now away, 


"Tis Honour calls, he muſt no longer ſtay; 
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Doom'd o'er the Seas, the roaring Main to pals, 


To leave his Country, and his RURAL LASS. 1 
To grace the Song, t' excite the tender Theme, | 


NELLY be hers, and THTRSIS be his Name; 
His Hands perform whate'er his Heart indites, 


And, to his NELLY, thus, fond THYRs1s writes. 
[known, 


© NELLY, my Fair! haſt thou bright Nymph e er 


One ſecret Pang which * Liove might own, 
| Has 


(9) 
Have thoſe my Fair e' er felt that tender Flame, 
Which Nature dictates, and which Love Ks claim ? 
Unſkill'd in F alſhood, and in Action clear, 
Has ev'ry Thought and Geſture been ſincere? 


Say, ſay, my faireſt! have thoſe Eyes expreſs'd, 
What Fancy yielded, and the Heart confeſs dꝰ 
O ! if fond THyRs1s e'er, had power to move, 
To touch your Breaſt, or to demand your Lov E, 
Pity the Youth pierc'd with the Cyprian Dart, 
Decreed to Love, and yet condemn d to part. 


- Ah! gentle Maid, how hard are Fate's Commands, 
"Wi great the Struggle, where the Queſtion ſtands ? 
If here I ſtay, will not the World accuſe, 

Condemn my Folly, and my Flame abuſe ? 

What will not cens ring Tongues vouchſafe to fay, 
On him who waits, when Honour calls away 79 


9 Tell 


(10) 


Tell me, my F air, upon what Point to ſteer. 
Tranſport me thither, or transfix me here; 
For what are Fame, or Fortune, Love, to thee! 
Thou art the Eſſence of the World to me. 

is there a Eliſs, unſhar'd by her, cou'd prove, | 
A Ty to TurRs1s, thus oppreſt with LOVE? 


No, NELLY, no; without thy milder Aid, 


| All Fame mult ſicken, and all Pleaſure fade: 


All that remains for me, ſad wretch ! to do, 
Is {till to love, invariably true : 

With juſt Obedience to my Fate ſubmit, 
And act the reſt as you yourſelf think fit. 


Vet, with his NELLY, let but Tur RSIS ſtay, 


| | How fleeting would old Chronos paſs away ? 


But if his NELLY ſays, hence, hence, fond Youth, 
Nor 1dly proſtitute the Voice of Truth; 


Where 
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En 
Where not a Sigh can plaintive Lovs obtain, 


How fruitleſs is the Paſſion, and how vain ? 
Ah! what can NELLY utter ſuch a Sound, 


Tear my poor Heart, and daſh me to the Ground ? 


Cou'd ſhe theſe crucifying Words impart, 
Could ſhe, ſweet Syren! bear the Tyger's Heart ? 


Ah, no; much rather let my N ELLY lay, 


Haſte, gentle TarRs1s; ling'ring Youth, away! 
Honour invites; NeLLy accepts your Love; 


And, though you leave her, muſt the Act approve : 


Does ſrom her mutual loving Heart declare, 


None but kind THYRs1s ſhall inhabit there. 


OB iſs) too great for human kind to feel ; 
Or, if when af, too mighty to conceal ; 
Pride of my Soul, Refiner of my Youth, 
Choiceſt of Women, ſweeteſt Fount of Truth; 

32 
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Can ſhe, who fraught with Nature's richeſt Store, 
The Good, the Great, the Virtuous, and what more? 
Can this alluring, lovely, beauteous, ſhe, 
Once deign to harbour one poor Thought of me ? 
Hear me, dear Maid! if but in Fancy bleſt, 
Tho' Fortune's Play-thing, or tho' NELLT's Jeſt ; 
Yer, like the Needle by the Loadſtone ſway'd, 
I'll own no Sov reign but the RURAL Mai. 


And whilſt far diſtant I am doom'd to go, 
Since Fate and NELLY have decreed it ſo, 
Let no rude Cares diſturb thy anxious Breaſt, 
Invade thy Quiet, or reproach thy Reſt : 
My ev'ry Thought, my ev'ry AR, ſhall be, - 
To cull all Nature's nobleſt Hoard for thee ; 
To ſeek each Gem, Golconda can afford, 
And bring them to my Boſom's faireſt Lord. 

But 


1 
But if, all penſive on the Indian Bax 
Thy THYRSIS takes his ſolitary Way 


When ſome officious Tongue ſhall rudely prove, 


That thy poor THY Rs1s drags the Chain of Love; 
_ Striking this faithful Heart I'll own it true, 


And, NELLY, conſecrate each Hour to you. 

But ſhould ſome happier Youth ſupplant my Love, 
While THYRs:s does a piteous Exile rove ; 

Should he prevail, and thy Affection gain, 

Ah gentle Youth! and! Ah to happy Swain! 

| How can my NELLY touch her Breaſt, and ſwear, 
None but her TyrRs1s ſhall inhabit there? 
But when I'm dead, as it will ſoon be known, 

Then let my NELLY read, and, bluſhing, own, 

* Here lies a Youth who's ill-tim'd End was ſuch, 


g W hoſe chiefeſt Fault was that he loy'd too much; - 
| © Whole 


(14) 

* Whoſe ſteady Love three Summers Suns had try'd, 
© Who liv'd for me and by my rigour dy d; 

© Ah! hapleſs Youth! by fatal Paſſion ſway'd, 

* He dy'd a Martyr to the RURAL Maip. 


O fair one double down this ſacred Page, 
To warn your Youth, and to inſtruct your Age ; 
Each Line fincere, which does this Truth impart, 
Write on your Soul, and graft within your Heart, 
“ That, from the Beggar, to the mightieſt Kings, 
„Women are fair, and Men ſeducing Things - 
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